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Excerpt

 


I lifted off his cock and he guided it
against my backdoor. It had been a year, give or take. I wondered
if I would be able to... “Uhuhuhuh...” I gasped as I opened up for
his sex-slicked cock. “UUUNNNGGGHHH...” I moaned as I sank down
upon it. The biggest of the bunch, a dude with a good 12, thick
inches, pushed to the front, kneeling before me and pressing it
against my welcoming void. A moment later he was inside of me,
stretching me, filling me, in the best way possible. He wasn't even
fully inside of me before I came again.

 


None of them took me slowly, not like Number
One. At best, they started off at a moderate pace, then built up
rather quickly to a furious speed. It didn't stop me from coming
again and again, though. In fact, it probably made me cum more. I
think after the third one came, so did my lover. I'm pretty sure of
it, I felt his hot wetness inside of me and his cock slid smoothly
again. Even still, he never stopped. He didn't even get a little
bit soft.

 


Some of the guys got off the train
shortly after but a few more got on. “It's gonna be a good night,”
said Number One. “Full moon, you know? A lot of horny young men out
there.” Lord, I almost came right then. Again! I ground on him,
milking his cock with my battered asshole, my pussy open, dripping,
gaping... And wanting more...
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Book 3, Chapter
1

 


 There
are some who think that I had an unhealthy obsession with the D
Train. For years, even I thought it was just an urban legend around
our city. One of a subway car, on weekends, late at night. It was
said to be a place where young black men congregated. A place where
a woman, if she was daring enough, could step inside and be given
the ride of her life.

 


That was the legend of the D Train and it
was true. I should know, I had ridden it twice.

 


I could never figure out which was more
surreal, what happened on those two nights or the fact that no one
believed me. I can't tell you how many times I had someone tell me,
“Lady, there ain't no D Train.” I knew the truth, though. I had
felt those big black cocks penetrate me, again and again. I felt
them fill me and stretch me in ways that no one had. I took seven
at once on the first ride – at once! On the second ride, they
stuffed two of the biggest into my tight little asshole. It should
have hurt, it should have torn me apart – but it didn't.

 


It was glorious.

 


Through it all, through both times, there
was one constant. Number One. I didn't even know his name, he was
just the first one, both times. He stayed with me until he
couldn't. It took me months to find the train again. I recognized
no one else but him. It had been well over a year since the second
ride and I had given up. Life goes on.

 


Nancy was one of my closest friends and part
of my larger circle. In our twenties, we hung out with a small
crowd of girls, doing everything from going to brunch to shopping
to clubs and concerts and wild weekends to the beach or skiing. You
know, the kind of stuff you do when you're young. By the time we
hit thirty, she was married, as were most of my friends.
Eventually, though, her husband turned out to be a useless bastard.
Not only was he cheating on her but he was stealing from her, too.
And as if that weren't enough, two women were claiming he was the
one who got them pregnant. He was a walking Maury episode waiting
to happen. On the plus side, Nancy and I reconnected.

 


It was fun, lots of fun. We picked up pretty
much where we left off. Well, except when she would go off on a
tangent about what a miserable motherfucker he was. You have to
sort of accept that when your friend is going through a divorce.
One night, maybe six weeks after my second ride on the D Train, she
kissed me. I don't mean on the cheek or anything... I mean right on
the lips. Sloppy, too. She was trying to get her tongue into my
mouth.

 


We were supposed to go out and hit a club.
Something neither of us had done in a while. She came over to
pre-game but it was apparent that she had already been drinking. A
pre-game pre-game, if you will. Still, it was her first real night
out and who was I to tell her that maybe she shouldn't drink so
much? We had some music going and we were sort of grooving. I had
half a drink in me when she started dancing real close and quite
sensually. I laughed at first, then tried to dance with her for a
moment. I was thinking we should do this at the club, the guys like
that sort of thing. Then, I got nervous. It was a little too much
and it had been going on a little too long. That's when she grabbed
my face and kissed me.
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